A BENEDICTION.

BY O, B CHESPL
En asking for you heaven's most gracioun bloss-

Ono word alone I peed
©Omne word In which eur

want of strongth con-
foasing
For Giod's dear ald we plead,
You go forth boldly aa to joust or tourney,
Grand in your dauntless pride ;
X God be with you through life’'s untried jour-
ney,
!sm:h{ olse you nead beaide.

You gaze with fearloss eyes boyond the portal
'I'hruufu which your new path leads ;

May God be with you! for His love immortal
Bufliceth all our noeds,
What will your warory be whon foos grow
balder

And strike on elther hand ?
Whon skies grow darker, love and friendship
colder?
“Giod, sod the promised land *”

Tracod by the touch of bright angelie fingors,
I read upon your brow,
Where yet the guilolessness chitidhood
lingurs
*Go forth and conquer now,”

@o boldly fortl. by Christ's dear love defended,
To guide you honven's clear light;

Your pathway by all augels pure attendod
Go forth and win the fight!

IN THE REALM OF SCIENCE.

BY 8. M. JELLLY,

Like many other young women, not yet
out of their teens, I was, throagh financial
misfortune, thrown upox my own resources
for a livelihood. By dint of steady pinc-
tice I wastered stenography, became a pro-

of

| known'!

ficient type-writer, and subseqnently so- |

eured a lucrative position as privale scere-
tary to Mr, Banks, senior partuer of Banks,
FPrice & Co., publishers.

Last summer, daring the fine weather,
I found it pleasanter to walk home, instead
of riding in the crowded street cars, and
usually at five o'clock 1 donned my hat and

loves and started on my little jouruey.

y attention was directed to a gentleman
of clerical appearance whom I frequently
met ot a cortain comer.  Tall, of fine form
and pleasing address, he was noticeable
among the stream of commonplace hu-
manity one meets upon a city thorough-
fare,

As the days wore on, the constant meet-
fng with this stranger became a matter of
course, and I ceased to wonder at it; and,
in truth, so familinr was his face that I
experienced a sense of disappointment
when, oceagionally, 1 failed to meet him.
He was some professional man, I thought.
whose business hours were over about the
time mine were, and our ways wers oppo-
aite.

One day onr eves met, and I was startled
at the peculiar brilliancy of his., They ware
blue, shaded by heavy, white Jashes, and a
curions, lambent, tiny Hlame seemed to
ecintillate in them. He seemed to regard
me with pleasure, for a light smile lighted
up his intelloctunl features, vet his man-
ner was ko respectfal that I did not resent
the liberty, and went on my way with a
vague wish to form his nequaintance.

Two weeks later, while busy with my
type-writer, my silent ncquaintance was
asierad mto Mr. Banks’ oftice. His name
eyas Robert Sutherland, and his business

with my employer concerned the publica- |

fion of a ponderons manuscript upon nerv-
ons diseases and their connection with in-
wanity. Ina low, well-bred voice he car-
ried on a mapid conversation, displaving
profound knowledge of medicine nud deep
rescurch in the mysteries of human ail-
ments.  Apparently engrossed in my work,
I paid stric: attention to the conversation,
and bappening to look up I found huu
@irzing at me.  Again the queer expression
of his eves arrested my attention. He
emiled distantly, and shightly tnclined his
head ina deferential salute. Iu a few min-

utes the interview was ended, and he de-
partod.
In a few days he had further business'

with Mr. Banks, and an introduction fol-
lowed, as portions of his manuseript were
€ be put through my type-writer, as Mr.
Sutherland revised it. I found him cour.
teons and pleasant, and ns 1 progressed
with the work we became quite friendly.
Upon oxamining a roll of closely written
sheets, 1 found an envelope addressed to
me. It read as follows:

Miss Ura Onyey—'ardon my scoming
wardoesa in thus coming to vou, but 1 can
think of no other agrecable method of ap-
proach. I earnestly wish for o batter gequaint-
snce, and with tho desiroe to obeain such, plso
to alford you some diversion, will you do me
the lonor to take n park drive, to-morrow
evening, with youra sincerely, ete.?

ROBERT SUTHERLAND

My surprise was unbounded, After
“thinking the matter over I decided to ne-
ceopt his invitation. FHe met me at the street
door ot the office, and for two honrs 1 was
well entertained. The park was in full
folinge, the air was balmy and pleasant,
and when he lifted me to the pavement, at
Jhome, I thanked him cordially for the
pleasure 1 had enjoyed,

After his departure I remembered that
Wis eyes seemed to glitter whenever our
arms came in contact, or onr hands acci-
dentally tonched. Deeming it of little mo-
ment, I dismissed the thought from my
mind.

The drive was followed by a request to
go with him to see Mury Anderson, in
“Pyomalion and Galatea.” FEvening fell
with a storm of wind and rain, He came
in Lis coupe, and within its closed doors
wo were gecenre from the boisterous ele-
ments. Suaddenly I discovered that we
wore again in the park!

I turned to my companion in alarm and
askod;

“Why bave you driven so far out of the
way’"

“I thought it would be more pleasant
wiliin the gloomy shadows of the puark,”
he rt.‘pliuCL uluu'l]_\'.

At that instant his face was illumined
by an eleotrie light, and I saw his eves
@loam and glitter as if they were huge
diamonds,
An insidious fear crept through my veins,
and a mad impulse prompted me to fling
open the gliss doors of the coupe and leap
to the ground. As though he divined my
thoughts, he said:

“Keep Iynur sent. It is wet and muddy,
and, besides, we are far from the park on-
trance.”

“Mr. Sulberland,” I replied, snmmoning
all my courage, and speaking with as much

for

“Are afraid now?” he naked, and I
! o had observed where we were.
“Afraid! Why should I fear when with

L Ling

“That's right. 1 knew were not
afraid of me. I am your only protector to-
night. But see my instruments!™ he said,
producing a flat leather case, such as sur-
Wonu carry. “They came from Iaris,

hen we get to that light yonder, you can
examine them.”

In a fow moments he had stopped befors
an electric lnmp, Quickly opening the case
he displayed to my horrified gaze a set of
fine surgical instruments,

“Are they not beauties? he gueried,
turning his brilliant eyes upon me.

“I think they are very fine,” I replied,
with o sickening dread oreeping over me,
Nerving mysel! to appear calm, 1 con-
tinued, "But what use can they be to you
to-night? Iam quite certain you will not
veed them." L

“Let me explain something to yon,” he
said, in a most enrnest way. His restless
maonner vanished and his demeanor calmed
into that of a scholar about to convey valu-
able secrots of long study and laborious
vears of toil. *For years I have spent time
nnd money in the efforl to wrast a secret
from the depths of nature, and at last 1
have a clear conceplion of that which I bhave
striven so arduously to gain. I have made
the most wonderful discovery in the realm
of scienos, and to-nignt 1 will prove it—
prove it to yon and the world! 1 will be
the greatest benefactor the world has ever
Listen. There are nerves which
lead to certain centers of the brain. These
oottters govern certain facalsies, The nerves
I speak of are in double sets of twos, threes,
fonrs, and fives, each set balancing and
serving as a check upon the other,

“My discovery is that by cutting the
nerves of n get 50 a8 to allow the corre-
sponding set ounly 1o act on the brain, the
faculty governed by that set of nerves will
develop prodigiously. I'hus, you see, if 1
ent the set of nerves whose office is to hold
vour sense or facully of right in check, in
a little while you will be powerless to do a
wrong act, becanse that fuculty will control
you perfectly through its increased power.”

As he rapidly went over his jurgon I
sought in vain to attract attention without
creating o scene. 1 determined to spring
from the conpe, scream for help and make
the best of my way to the Imrl!: entrance.
Silently 1 placed my hand on the fastening
of the coups doors—it was firmly locked.

“Now, Miss Ora, I wish to make you the
best woman on earth. I have brought yoa
hiere to-night to verify, by experiment, that
my secret 15 destined to make mankind
better und nobler.”

His eyes sparkled and moved about in
their sockets with marvelous guiekness,
The man seemed surcharged with execite-
ment, and 1 momentarily grew more and
more unable to withstand the strain npon
wy nerves, A thought came to me.

“1 believe | have o nervouns chill,” 1 said,
with o convulsive shiver. *“I am subject to
them, and, if not attended to at once, I
suffer severely, Have you your medicine
case with you*”

He turned and regarded me strangely,
and appeared astonished,

*No, 1 have not,” be roplied; “but your
condition will seriously interfere with my
experiment.”

“Can we not wait nntil to-morrow night*"
I quickly responded, with eager hope pul-
suting in my breast.

“Will you promise to keep my secrot?”
he asked, cautionsly.

“I promise faithfnily.”

“And, when vou have realized the great-
ness of my discovery, wiil you become my
wifer"

“1 give vou my word that
Mr. Sutherland.”

Without n word furibier on the subject,
he spoke to the horse and we were on our
wuy home. He said but little, and seemed
to be thinking intently. Arriving ot my
steps, be unlocked the door and assisted
me to alight,

“Remember vour promise,” he whis-
pered, gazing steadily into my face with
his bright, restless eves,

“1 will,” I replied, nnd bounded up the
steps. He mstrusted my actions, for [
bheard him spring after me., In a trice [
opened thes door and closed it, the spring
lock making it secure. I heard a mut-
tered curse, and all grew dark. 1 had
fainted.

The

I wili do so,

morning papers contained an ac-

count of the arrest of an insane man found

windering in the streeta, whose name wos
Robert Sutherland; but they did not relate
my terrible exp riencve in the park.

His Last Request,

Many long vears ago old Spork seni
an article to one of the leading maga
zines, which was promptly
and paid for, BSince that time Spork
has bought a magazine every month in
the expeetation of seeing his article in
print, and has already squandered in
th s manner u very substantial fortune

but the article has not appeared.
The other day he sat down and wrote
the following letter to the editor of the
magazine :

“My once princely fortune is squan-
dered in buyving copies of your maga-

| zine, in the expectation of seeing my

article, written sixty-three years ago,
in the vigor and buoyancy of my voutl,
published therein, My health 1s bro-
ken; my hopes are blasted; 1 feel the
near approach of death. These are
trifles, yon may say, but they nffect me;
and consequently I wish you to heed
the request of a dying man. I am 97
yvears of age, and eannot possibly live
another vear. At most I can buy but

| three or four copies more of your mag-

My heart stood still in horror. |

azine; and %o vou cannot make another
dollar by withholding the publication
of my articlee As a further induce-
ment to publication I will refund the
amount of the original check paid for
the article, provided it is published be-
fore my death. Yours respectfully,
“Joax Brorx.”
—Detroit Frre Prrss.
There's Nothing Like Leather.
The day will come when the present
mode of protecting the foot of the

horse will be discovered to be a mis-
take. Iis horny substance was never

decision as possible, “you will do me the | intended to he pierced by nails, No
favor to leave the park at once and drive to | wonder that so many horses fall lame

my home."

“Drive you home! Ha, ha! That is far
from my iutentions. Miss Ora, can you
fmagine why I have brought you here to-
night?”

It flashed upon me that he was insane.

The curions appearauce of his eyos was |

mothing more or less than an indication of
madnesa, and with all the proverbial cun-
ming of a ehaotic brain

| and are perpetually ruined. We were
| recently shown a horseshod in leather.
It struck us as an excellent idea and
worthy of adoption. We should not
be surprised to learn that leather shoes
bad wsuperseded shoes of iron. If,
| however, iron be a necessity, let it be
| nailed on the leather shoe. Now, shoe-

@ had planned | moakers, please get up a neat set, and

aome horrible deed, and selected me as his | show them to all your horsey friends.

wictim. What <hould I do?
was imminent, and | must aot instantly.

“Certainly I do not, sir; but it seems to
e this portion of the park is too dark to
drive in without danger of overturning our
eonveyance; don't you think so?”

“Perhaps it is, so 1 will turn to the drive
further to the left,” said he.

The rain began to fall faster and the
wind blew in wilder gusts. Occasional
flashies of lightoing added » painful ilem
to mv surroundings, but tbey enabled me
to see that we were now on a drive which
led to the main entrance of the park.

My danger | Don't take “no” for an answer; stick to

| them till you have overcome their prej-
| udices. When you have mcceede&.
apply to the Society for the Prevention
of Cruelty to Avnimals for a medal, and
if they decline to give yom one, be
content to know that you have done
more good than the soclety in question
with all its wealth,— S otlish Lealher
Trader.
I¥ you speak what you will, you shall
Liear what you dislike,

I'II'f‘.'r']lt{!ll |

| ing the deck back and forth—the laiter en-

Bounp 10 THE MAST.

BY HENDRICK HUDSON.

On the bank of & small river thatemptied
its waters into an arm of the Gulf of -
ico, in the State of Florids, onoe lived a
wealthy planter by the name of ith.
The houso was located on the bank of the
river, and commanded a view for some
miles in either direction, The dawelling,
with its large grove of orange trees and its
negro eabins grouped in the rear, looked
not unlike s large depot at the side of a
Western vill;fc.

Sherman Monereith's family consisted of
a wife and two deughters, Gmee and Hebe,
aged twenty and eightgen respectively.
Grace wns winning in % manoers, nor
was she locking in beauty; but it was re-
served to Hebe to reign as the belle of the
country for miles around.

Many of the young men, sons of neigh-
boring planters, were ready to fall at her
feet, and offer themselves a sacrifice on the
altar of Hymen. Among ali the suitors for
her hand, Hebe seemed to prefer Milton
Montague, a young man who had just at-
tained his twenty-first vear. Perbaps it
was his extreme modesty that found him a
place in the gentle heart of Hebe. Be this
us it may, the other admirers of the plant.
er's daughter gradually drew off and gave
up the contest.

Among the frequenters of the Monereith
mansion was a young sea captain by the
name of Mark Melville, Mark was cap-
tain of a coasting vessel called the Grey

sogle, Knowing people snid that young
Melville was engaged in smuggling goods
into the United States from Cuba, and oc-
casionally from St. Thomss, N. P. He
himself said that he was engaged in legiti-
mate trade, running between one of the
small towns on the const and New Orleans.

Mark had become desperately enamored
of Miss Mounereith, and was not long in
offering his band and heart, but was kindly
yet firmly refused. This threw him into o
terrible mge; and Hebe, being lurwm-ll for |
her refusal of his offer, did not hesitate to
inform him that she was already engaged
to Milton Montague, Melville smothered
his rage, but fully resolved on revenge. In
order to disarm suspicion, and encompass
his infernal designs, he at once sought an
intimacy with Milton Montague, and, un-
der the guise of friendship, succeeded in
inducing him to take a cruise with him on
the Grey Eagle.

The evening was a delightful one as they
sniled out of the barbor. The land brecze
that filled the sails was richly perfumed
with tropical flowers. The smlors were
gathered in little knots on deck, spinning
varms, us sailors so love to do. The night
wns a glorious one; the moon now having ‘
attained her full size came up from her
watery bed far over the gulf, eausing the
gentle waves to glisten like molten silver.
Captain Melville and Montagne were pac-

joying his first voyage atsea, while‘the for-
mer was racking his brain for some scheme
by which he wonld be able to rid himself
of a successful’rival.

The breeze suddenly died out, and the
sails Happed idly against the masts. The
sailors as quickly ceased to talk, and every
eve was searching the sky for a storm-
cloud, which the sndden dyming of the breeze
flll"l“ll'l(ll'{!,

“We shall have a storm to-night, I fear,”
said Melville,

“I prmay God we may not,”
Montague.

“Why?"

“Becanse a storm in this latitude is fear-
ful enongh on land; it must be doubly so
on the ocean.”

Melville only ehuckled, and told the man
aloft to keep a sharp lookont for signs of n |
storm. They had mot long to wait until
the man shonted down that he saw o small |
clond low down on the horizon to the |
westward, The captain at once gave
gave orders to take In sail, and the men
went to work with a will,

Rapidly a8 the men did their work, still
more rapidly came the storm cloud. At
first n were ink-spot, it grew like Jonah's |
gourd; and ss it advanced, it spread in
width around the horizon until it present-

returned |

| ed one bold, broad front, across which the

lighining zig-zagged or shone forth in
vivid flashes.

All was bustle, but not eonfusion. The
men worked earnestly: each man per-
formed the doty assigned him, for there
was o guiding hand whom they recognized
a8 master. Un came the cloud, uul?pren-
ently o roaring sound that grew louder as
it appronched. Every sail save one bad
been taken in. The wind struck the vessel,
and she was wlmost thrown on Ler beam
end; then she righted, and, shaking off the
water, sped away like a bird betore the
gale, 'I'ln- single sail was blown into rib-
bous and floated out in loug stresmers.

By the advice of the Captain, Milton
Montague had gone below as the storm
drew near, and before the hatches were
fastensd down. Hour after hour the winid
bowled throngh the rigging and the rain
fell in torrents. The waves tossed as if
in the wildest agony. The men, though
drenched to the skin, stood manfully at
their posts, There seemed to be a slight
lull in the storm, when the Captain went
below. When he returned, he ealled the
male and two or three of the crew nside,
and told them that the young man had
gone stark mad, oceasioned by the fear of
the storm, and that, as they conld not spare
any men to wateh Lim, they must secure
him and bring him him on%eck.

To command was to be obeyed, and the
mate, with balf & dozen men at his heels,
descended into the ¢abin, and soon returned
with Montagne, making all the resistance
possible, for he no doubt supposed there
was some conspiracy on board, and that he
was to lw cast overboard. They bound
him fast to the mast, and theu left him.

They had searcely performed the duaty
nssigned them, when the man aloft shouted
that fearful ery, “Breakers ahead!"™ The
vessel was quickly put about, and sail after
snil unfurled, but they were blown into
pieces or literally wrenched from their fast-
enings. The erew stood in despair, for the
vessel was slowly but surely drifting to de-
sirnction.

At last the vessel struck with a shock
that enused evary limber to crack and trem.
ble, The Captain ordersd the boats to be
lowered, nnd the men into them.

" Are you not going to take your friend
with ns?" asked the mate,

“No," said the Captain, "he is already |
insane, and it ean make no difference to
him whether he lives or dies.”

The men were in no condition to ask
questions, and so took their L-Incel in the |
boat. The Captain approached the spot
where young Montague was lashed to the
mast, and, with the look of a dewmon on his
countenance, said:

“Perhaps now you koow what it is to
cross Captain Melville in love. When I
found that you were the accepted suitor |
for the hand of Hebe Monoreith I vowgd
that you should be put out of the way.
Now, die at your leisure! I leave you to |
Neptune, God, and the devil—plead yonr
own case;” and before young Montagne |
could utter a word in supplication, the Cap-
m turned away and joined bis crew in the

t.

Perhaps the God that stills the storm
heard that lo:r. piercing wail for mercy
that yomog Montagne utltered when
found that he was left to a fate more horri-
ble than he had ever dreamed of bestowing
upon the vilest of all God's creatures, He
heard tho boats as they pulled away and
left him to his awful doom.

| their time talking o

Through that long and fearfal
expected each moment would be his last on
earth, Breaker after breaker poured its
waters over the deck, and threatened to
crush the vessdl beneath their powerful
w t. He could see the torches far off
on shore, and he doubted not that the
crew bad Ianded in safety

At last the streaks of dawn o in
the east, the storm had ot its , and,
although the waves ran high, it was evident
that it was growing calmer. About nine
o'glock in the morning he could see boats
zvpmhing. dancing like feathers upon

e tronbled waters. Milton wondered if
tti:'u his late comrades returning to relense

The men clambered npon the deck; their
faces were all strange, but Le was not long
in learning that they were those fearless—
we hoad almost sakd lawless—men, the
wreckers of the Florida reefs. They re-
loased him fromw his perilous situation, and
informed him that the entire crew of the
Grey Eagle had perished, as their boat and
many of the bodies of the men had already
washod ashore.

Montague made his way back to his
home, and in a short time had the pleasure
of leading the fair Heba to the altar of
Hymen, He has never forgotten that hor-
rible night on the Grey Eagle.

 Bill Nye on Butter.

Asmevinue, N, C., 1887,

My Dean Sox—I wish yon would please
change the address of my paper to this
place, where your mother aud I are now
flaying, I got the Hetina all right last
week, and see that you are going to enlarge
it, 50 I have sold my hay in order to pre-
pare for the event,

What is your idea for enlarging the pa-
per before the town enlarges? Of course I
am no journalist, but I have often thought
that if 1 had been doomed to issue a paper
like the Retina, and then answer at the bar

| of judgment for it, I would not get n power

ress till the town got a good dark-blue
1wok-and-ladder company snd a post-
office.

I hope von will not (*y to issne a daily
paper, anyhow, till we see how stock looks
when grass grows again.

I like your editorial on “Mark Antony”
first rate. I can imagine how excited the
people of your town were when they saw
the Retina Saturday morning and read
what your estimate of Mark was.

I wish you would incidentally pick up a
few others of those old people and weigh
them.
ning a paper yomrself. Youn can speak
right outund walk all over these people. I
would like to hear what your honest convie-
tions are in regard to Diogenes. It would
be worth almost what I have put into your
paper as a silent partner, :

You can have no idea, Henry, how it
swolls me up with pride and lofty disdain
to know that while I am sleeping calmly
under my roof-tree, ns I beard o man call
it once, you are showing np those old
frauds like Julins Cwesar and Hamlel and
Portoullis and Andronicus and Mrs. Poti-
phar and other people who have become

istorical.

While other peopls are friltering away

Luut highway tax and
boaris of health and all such stuff as that
sou are making a red-hot paper of to-day;
a paper that fairly boils over with your
houest convictions about the politieal as-
pect at tho time that Cwsar took charge of
the tribune; a paper that shows the average

That is one of the luxuries of run- |

reader timt you are smort, whether you give |

them the kind of stuff they want or not.
That was my idea when 1 sent you away

to that Female Seminary, or whatever it

was, where you went to get eduocated. |

| wanted you lo come ont with a whole lot

of thonghts that showed right on their face
that they were expensive. I wanted you to
be able to tell down at the store how much
A, B, and U would ench bave to grind off
a circular grindstone four feet three and
one~half inches in dinmeter, with a square
bole in the center three and one-fourth

| inches each way, provided A pays one-

sixth of the prioce of the stone, B one-half,
and C tbe balance, with the understanding
that C shall use five per cent.more than his
share, provided he will turn the grindstone.
I wanted you to be able to talk with for-
elgners in their own native tongne the
darkest night thoat ever blew., 1 desired
that you might becoms a man who counld
walk up to an Italinn as he plays his organ
voluntary beneath vour casement and tell
him in lis own musical alarm-clock lan-
guage what yon think of him,

8o it pleases me to know that you are
printing a paper now, so you can show off
to advautage what I have invested in you.

Press right on. Keep writing up thess
overestimated men like
not care what youn say provided you rise
rapidly yourself, even if yom do so upon

Moses, and I do |

tne wreck and ruin of sneh men ns Demos- |

thenes and other people whom you will no
donbt show up before you get throngh,

I hope vou will lead up to Colunmbus and
Patrick llenry in time to get through with
thewm o little nhend of the Sheriff,

After awhile I want to write a little arli-
cle for your paper, not so much for the
purpose of saying aunythiog, but in order
to show the contrast between the polished
work of a well-educated, smart voung man
and the crude efforts of a plain man who is
entirely unfitted for everyhing except pa-
iernal purposes.

We ure having a good time here in the
South, enjoying the climate avd making
experiments with the butter which is pro-
duced here,

As warm wenther approasches the moun-
tain butter gf North Carclina is getting its
hair cut shoft, and I can truthfully say,
Henry, that, although 1 wm vo epicure as a
geveral mle, 1 have bad my palate tickled
more sinee I came here than I ever did be-
fore.

Butter made in the fastnesses of the
hills in Buncombe County is mostly of a
pnle pearl gray, with a pin-stripe in it of
ultramarine, This does not look badly,
and itects off a hoocake first-rate.

This butter is not eaten by the people
who manufacture it. They are poor some-
times, and have to eat most anvthing that
will sustain life, but they draw the line at
this butter.

They know how it ia prepared.

I went out into the brush last week to
buy « load of wood, and 1 took tea with =
gentleman who lives in an open-face col-
tage on the other side of the mountains. 1
then discovered that these people do not
oat their own bulter.

I did not notice any butter, bul they had
gravy as o substitute for it. Corn-dodger
in and of itself will not melt in the mouth,
#0 1 looked around for a means of lubricat-
ing my own. Af that time the warm-heart-
ed and hospitable host'made the following
remark: “Stranger, you mustn't be squeam-
ish. Juost waller yor dodger in the dope.
That's the way we do.”

I then proceeded to waller.

Easy, Because Natural,
BRastern leetore burean manager (to

i latest addition)—"“Now, don't forget to

introduee a fow remarks on temper-
ance while in the West.”

Lecturer—"Can you suggest any-
thing fitting ?"

Manager—*“Well, yes; in high license
States Just eall the people’s attention
to the benefits of prohibition, and in
prohibition States remark upon the
illicit traftic in whisky; three-quarters
of the citizens are from the East, and
nothing is guite so tuking as a thrust

| at the State or municipal governments,”
| =Detroit Free Press,

A Stery of Jesse James,

One of my friends told me the fol-
lowing story of Jesse James:

“I was traveling in a boudoir oar,
and snother man was in the same seo-
tion. After a time I grew hungry, and
asked him if be knew at what time we
could get something to eat. Heoreplied
that that was a subject in which he
took no interest, becsuse when a boy
he had been shot in the stomach, and
that he could eat only once a day, and
then only food prepared especially for
t?m. and that he always carried witn

im.

“He said that his name was Knight,
and that he had formerly made quite a
reputation a8 a boy orator; that he
had been a great favorite in England,
and had been given many presents,
most of them jewels of great value, and
among them was one given him by
Queen Vietoria, which was especially
valnable,

“He had been traveling throngh this
country with his manager, and had
given an exhibition at St, Lonia. While
there he had his jewels on exhibition,
and they bad been much admired and
talked about..

“His manager had been invited to
bring him to Jefferson City, and after
exhibiting there they had decided to
visit Kansas City.

“At that time there was no railroad
to Kansas City, and after leaving the
train they had to travel about fifteen
miles Ly stage,

“1here were two stages starting, and
a couple of drummers told his manager
that the last stage was the more com-
fortable, so they took that.

“When they had traveled for some
distance they heard some horsemen
coming rapidly after them, and very
soon the stage was stopped and they
were compelled to get out,

“The robbers went through evervone
and took all they had, but they still
said they were not satisfied; that they
had come after those jewels the boy or-
ator carried about, and they meant to
have them.

“The manager asserted that they
were not there, and allowed them to
go through the trunks, which they did
without finding them, as one of the

trunks had a false bottom in whieh the |

jewels were concealed.

“The men, however, wers not satis-
fied, and said they meant to have those
jewels anyhow, and finally the boy be-
came 8o frightened that he went to his
manager and told him to let them have
them.

“Among other things the boy had in
his trunk a large album of photographs
which had been given him by his
friends, and which he valned very much.
Jesse James picked this up, and after
looking at it said, ‘I guess this will do
for Mag.’

“The boy pleaded with him for some
time, but to no purpose, and James
pushed him away, telling him to *Get
out;’ then he became angry, and snatch-
ing the book from the robber's hand
started to run.

“Jesse James drew his revolver and
shiot him through the stomach, remark-
ing, ‘I never allow man, beast or the
devil to treat me that way.’

“For weeks he lay ill in Kansas City,
and finally went to St. Joseph and
lived.

“It was not until long afterward that
he learned that 1t was Jesse James who
had shot him, and he then found that
his assailant had lived for a long time
within sight of his home at St. Joseph.”
—New York Graphi.

Saved the Empress® Life,

Many American physicians are among
the ablest, but their profession rests on
a false hypothesis. It has nothing to

«do with science, and eannot have until

it has wvastly advanced. Marked im-
provement has been made in therapeu-
tics, Our physicians compare very
favorably with those of Europe. After
the Empress Eugenie had given birth
to the Prince Imperial an important
operstion was necessary, and all the
celebrated doctors resident there were
ealled in, among them Dr. Johnson,
now" dead. During her treatment it
was found, to their consternation, that
the blood had left her brain. She was
in momentary peril of losing her life.
A solemn consultation took place. No-
body could advise except Johnson,
who declared he conld remedy the evil.
He held her up by the heels and the
blood tlowed back to her brain. He
saved her life. Not one of the Parisian
sages would have dreamed of olflering
so monstrons an indignity to the Im-
press of the French, but the indignity,
as they afterward acknowledged, was
preferable to her death.—-Clicago
News.,

Portraits of the Speakers,

In the House corridor on the sonth
side of the chamber, known as “the
Speaker's lobby,” are hung a number
of photographs and erayons of the va-
rious gentlemen who have been chosen
to preside over the House. Most of
these are indifferent pictures, those
representing the earlier Speakers be-
ing enlarged photographs, copied from
such pictures of the subjects as were
obta‘nable, Information has been re-
ceived from the Governor of Massa-
chusetts to the effect that an appropri-
ation has been made Ly that State to
supply oil paintings of such eitizens of
the Bay State as have been Speakers
of the House, 'lhis is an example
which will be doubtless followed by
the Legislatures of other States; and
in a fow years, it is hoped, a valnable
and creditable collection of oil paint-
ings of ail the men who have been
chosen to preside over the House will
take the place of the indifferent pict-
ures that now hang upon the walls of
the Speaker's lobby.—Cor. Philadel-
phia Ledger.

A Playwright's Soperstition.

A gambler will borrow to give to a
beggar for luck. I have known actors
imbued with the same sentiment. I
only kuew one dramatist who owned
the superstition. He had a play com-
ing out, and the night it was to be pro-
duced, just before the curtain went up,
s beggar tackled him. He gave him a
dime.

“There,” snid he, “that's good luek.
My play will be a go.”

Tt was a terrible failure,

“I wish 1'd given him half a dollar!”
he said. The n:i):rutition was all right.
The amount hadn’t been enough to ap-
;:_m the goddess Fortune,—San
ancisco Chronicle,

HUMOR.
Tux fishery questions Who'll take

the eel off?
u‘muhhphumm

Tur lan
is broken

Tux most populsr “tenner” is the
ten-dollar gold piece.

Arrovan very fashionable as an ar-
ticle of dress, the bustle is really a
back number.

Liox ramer—Haello, here comes my
wife; lot me get into & place of safety
(jumps into the cage).—Humoristiche
Blatter.

We hear a good deal said about the
quickness of Irish wit, but after all is
it at all strange thut an Irishman skould
say Pat things?

“Give me a dude egg, please,” said
the boarder to the table girl. “A dude
ege? What is that?” “A fresh ope.”
—LbLioglon Couriler.

“AxancHy,” suid an orator to the
socialists whom he was endeavoring to

slacate, “is all well enough in itself,
ut it must not be carried to excess,”

Hussaxp—*I see by the papers that
Mrs. R.’s reception was a very brilliant
aflair,” Wife—"“Oh, very likely; there
are none of her acquaintanees can af-
ford to wear real diamonds,”—Boston
Beacon,

City man—"“What the bLlazes is the
matter with that hen?” Farmer—
“Nothing: she has just laid an egg.”
City man—*“Ureat Scoté! One wonld
suppose she had laid the foundation of
a brick block.” —Bosion Courier.

Samp & school examiner at South
Abington, Mass, : “When the Pilgrims
landed, what gid they have that was
more precious than home and friends ?*
A bright-eyed little boy answered so
promptly as to bring down the house,
“Popcorn !®

“CaN you conceive,” asked the pro-
fessor, of an eternal vacuum, a portion
of space unoccupied, an empty void
into which nothing ever enters, from
which nothing ean ever come, which
maintains inviolate and forever its own
eternal emptiness?” *“I can,” replied
the student; “I have a stylographic
pen.”

Docror—*Your heart is in a normal

condition.,” Nervous Old Maid—
“Goodness! And is it fatal? Doctor
—*“It's beat is iambic.” OId Luly—

“It's just dreadful!"™ Doctor—*“Were
it trochiae, or even spondine——" Old
Lady—*“Doetor, don’t keep me in this
horrible suspense. Give me some
medicine at once.” Doctor—“My dear,
there’s nothing the matter with your
heart.” Old Lady—“Oh! there isn’t?
Why didn't you say so, then?"— Har-

per's Bazar.

THE DYSPEPTIC'S DESIRE.
He stood before a candy shop,
And viewed the goxljes swoot,
But owing to dyapepsin’s rule
He dare no candy eat.
Then wished he Jong and wished he loud
That some good-natured wisard
Would kindly place beneath his veat
A full-grown oatrich gizaard,
—Danville lreeze,

Among the Indians,

Eliane Goodale, in the New York In-
dependsnt, describes a festival at an
Indian agency in Dakota, as follows:

New Year's eve sees a “kitchen bee”
in our soug room of logs—a blazing
wood fire defying the zero weather;
the dancing lights and shadows falling
on the walls of yellow clay, the kitchen
dresser full of blue china and glitter-
ing tin, the sundry bags and boxes con-
signed to obscure corners, and upon a
picturesqne group of three women and
three six-foot Indian men, two of them
“Hampton boys,” all absorbed in pop-
ping corn and stringing it in long white
festoons for the tree. .

Tho last, n symmetrieal cedar, the
only evergreen to be had, is standing
in the center of the swept and garnished
school-room, already dressed with gifts
and sparkling ornaments ; a box covered
with the stars and stripes and piled
with heavier articles just beside it; the
windows decked with fragrant ecedar
boughs and impromptu benches de-
vised for the expected crowd—all this
the result of our labors upon the last
day of the old year. Defore the stroke
of midnight nshers in 15587, we have
made our ropes of snow, filled fifty
blue and white bags with nuts and can-
dies, sung Dakota bhymns, partaken of
hot coffee, wished our helpers good-
night and a happy New Year,
written fifteen invitations for o
reception on the morrow, brought
out the wvolume of Tennyson for
“The Death of the Old Year” and
“Ring Out, Wild Bells,” and w'th bnt
short space for onr own pravers and
reflections, the hour of fate arrives,
and we open the door to let in the
little New Year and a dranght of bitter
ar. The next mornng is given to tin-
ishing touches, and the eoncocton of
salad and sponge enke; 4 o'clock in the
afternoon sees “The Lodge™ full of
friends of both races, undaunted by 28
degrees below zero and a ten-mile
drive, making New Year's calls in
White Hiver Camp certainly for the
flrst t me, and 5 sees the treo lighted,
the tattered flag floating from the
schiool-house door, where our bLroken
bell hangs, a mute appeal, and the
queer procession of men, women, and
children quietly taking their seats, un-
der the direction of “Humpton boys.”

Six of our “returned students,” of
whom we are justly proud, gather
round us on the platform, and unite
their strong voices in the opening
hymn—the Dakota version of “Green-
land’s Icy Mountains;" Sam interpreta
to the people our words of greetng;
we all say the Lord’s Prayer together;
and then “our boys” strip the glitter-
ing branches, and Sam calls off the
names, and the little hands beg'n to
goup and the faces to sparkle under
the elf-braids of tangled black hair,
and every child gets a present or two,
and each old person a otgelrd. if
nothing more, and the ﬂ';:t hristmas
tree in White River Camp—the first
which most of these people have ever
seen—is & happy success.

LiHe in Utah.

Mormon wife (to husband)—Are you
going out, dear?

Mormon husband—Yes; I have an
engagement with Miss Brigham. She
i;ﬁ hi give me her apnswer to-night.—

(k.

BrARING coats-of-arms was introduced
and became hereditary in England and
France about 1192,




